CHAPTER 299 


May 29, 2014 


“Oh, well, this works out perfectly.” 


It was only about a half hour walk to Justin’s house, and while their feet were tired, 
they pressed on till they found their way to Maya. He shuffled through his pockets 
for the key, but before he could press it into the key slot, the door opened from the 
other side. At first Justin panicked slightly; he figured Maya had been the one to 
open up, which everyone could agree was not exactly the best idea when she was 
supposed to be resting and you know, not moving around. Much to Justin’s relief 
though, it was just Yosuke. He wasn’t sure in retrospect why he HADN’T assumed it 
was Yosuke. Why, because there was the possibility he left, right? But now that 
Justin thought about it... Would Yosuke really just leave Maya behind when she was 
in this condition? Justin always was skeptical of Yosuke, if only because he always 
rubbed Justin the wrong way with his pervy comments, but he had never seen 
Yosuke do her wrong... Well, | mean, except for that time at college where they 
both got really drunk... Justin swore he could still feel that shit in his hand. For the 
record, he had pretty much developed a phobia of hair gel after that; no way did he 
want to feel anything like that ever again. But yeah, Yosuke wasn’t a bad guy, just 
kind of lacking in common sense, so him ditching Maya actually did seem pretty out 
of character now. Hell, even the look on his face as he opened the door explained it 
all. His heart was pounding, his face was full of worry. Justin would almost think 
something had gone horribly wrong if he didn’t have a clear sight of Maya from the 
doorway. She seemed fine curled up on the couch, but she was obviously in pain. 
God he wished there were a doctor they could take her to. 


“What’s up?” Yosuke questioned, a bit of a yawn at the end of his sentence. It 
almost sounded like he had dozed off for a little bit, but in truth it was quite the 
opposite that was true. As comfortable as that chair was, he couldn’t close his eyes 
for even a second. He just had them trained on Maya the whole time, wide with 
concern. Was he worrying about nothing? Probably, but he’d rather not take any 
chances. Maybe it didn’t even have to do with worrying about her well being so 
much as it was he felt guilty. Which he shouldn’t have, he was sitting in the trunk; 
he couldn’t do anything. Justin was the one who ended up getting her shot by 
slamming on the gas. If it was anyone’s fault it was his. But as much as Justin loved 
his sister, he wasn’t getting all worked up about it. He couldn’t have predicted that 
cop would discharge a shot, so he wasn’t going to blame himself for anything but 
pressing the gas too late. Maya had given him a heads up, she knew what was up. 
He should have and could have taken off immediately, and THAT he regretted. But 
the other option was getting arrested... Maya wouldn’t have wanted that, even with 
a bullet wound shooting pain through her veins. 


“You wouldn’t happen to still have the key to Junes, right? Doors are locked up tight, 
and we’d rather not break any windows.” Justin explained quickly, peering over 
Yosuke’s shoulder for a moment before looking him back in the eyes. He just looked 
so out of it. | mean, these were stressful times for sure, but Justin doubted the 
stress Yosuke was going through had much to do with being blamed for terrorism so 
much as it was seeping in that all his loved ones were getting hurt because of it. 
And | mean, not just Maya either. His mother and father; what of them? Wasn’t the 
very reason Yosuke was at Justin’s house and not the comfort of his own home 
because he was too afraid to see if his parents had... transmogrified? He didn’t even 
want to think of it; ignorance was bliss and the less he knew the better he figured 
he’d be, but the truth of the matter was the more he tried not to think about it, the 
more he thought about not thinking about it, and if he thought about not thinking 
about it, then he was still by extension thinking about it. Needless to say, he wasn’t 
all too happy about that; but what could he do? He tried to forget, and all he did 
was remember. 


“Yeah, sure, it’s at the house...” He paused afterwards. Oh he already saw where 
this was going. He didn’t carry the keys to Junes on him; after all he didn’t have 
much use for it... That said, having the keys to your own house tended to be rather 
helpful, a lesson Justin really should learn someday. Yosuke took a deep sigh. Yeah, 
the keys were in his house, and the keys to his house were in his pockets, and he 
supposed he couldn’t just expect everyone to go rummaging through his house 
searching for a key they didn’t even know the appearance of just because he 
couldn’t stand the sight of what had probably happened. He averted eye contact, 
looking over his shoulder at Maya again. So now not only did he have to go see his 
parents become human coffins, but now he had to leave her behind too? It wasn’t 
fair. He couldn’t take it in his heart. Justin could clearly tell he was hesitating to 
leave, and while Justin understood why he didn’t want to go, he kind of had to. This 
was bigger than their feelings; they had a job to though that affected everyone. 
Surely Yosuke understood that? “Ugh fine... Can someone watch after her...?” He 
requested sadly after a moment, as if he didn’t want anyone to have that privilege 
but him. Which is funny because it wasn’t much of a privilege; more like a curse. 
But it was his curse, and he held onto it tight. 


“Yeah, I’ve got you covered.” Justin gave him a quick pat on the back before 
slipping past him. He hadn’t planned on letting Maya go unsupervised anyway, and 
while he was here, he could grab some stuff. | mean, this was his house after all, he 
had no qualms about looting his own possessions. And... well... Justin wouldn’t mind 
sitting down for a little bit. Everything had been so hectic, and he hadn’t been able 
to get any rest since he had to drive the whole way here while the others had 
opportunities to eat and sleep in the back. Funny, he wasn’t feeling all that hungry 
or thirsty despite it being a while since he had stopped. Just tired. Yosuke shook his 
head and sighed before pushing his way out of the door frame and slamming the 
door behind him. He meant to close it gently so that he didn’t accidentally wake 


Maya, but he was just so angry at everyone and everything that he couldn’t help 
himself. Justin’s smile faded away as he stared at the doorway Yosuke stood by but 
a moment earlier. Poor guy; he could almost understand how he felt, if even just by 
watching him. Still, he could only sympathize with Yosuke so much; he had stuff to 
do. He quickly checked on Maya to make sure she was still doing alright. She didn’t 
seem like she had been stirred by the loud noise of the door closing, so that was 
good. Her skin was still super pale though, and that concerned Justin. Maybe she 
just needed something to eat. He probably did too. He’d heat something up in the 
microwave for her or something in a moment, just for when she woke up. 


Of course, checking on Maya hadn’t been the only reason he had the back of his 
hand pressed against her forehead. Sure he had meant to make sure she wasn’t 
burning a fever in her current state, but more than that, he kind of needed those 
hairpins of hers. She’d have to forgive him for the bad hair day she was no doubt 
going to experience. Because it would really kill her to let her bangs hang loose one 
of these days. Honestly, she didn’t look all that different without them, so he was 
gonna assume she'd be alright with it. He smiled at her again as he pushed the pins 
into his pockets and made his way over to the counter, ready to search for some 
food to make her; maybe grab some quick supplies... 


Then he noticed something. A stack of envelops on the counter. Justin frowned as 
he eyeballed the pile of letters. He didn’t get letters shipped here anymore since it 
was easier to just have them sent to his college dorm... So then what exactly were 
these letters doing here? Given they weren’t in the mail slot, he was going to 
assume Yosuke had picked them all up and put them on the counter for Justin to 
read later. Which was thoughtful of him for sure, but he didn’t have time to think 
Yosuke for showing some courtesy when he was in Justin’s house. He needed to 
know why these letters were here in the first place. Justin slowly slid one of the 
letters off the pile, carefully flipping it over to examine the sender address, or any 
indication as to where this letter may have come from. Justin only groaned a bit as 
he realized who it was. 


“Dammit Adachi, one of these days I-“ Justin paused for a moment. Something 
about speaking Adachi’s name aloud sent a shiver down his spine. Not because of 
what he had done, but rather, perhaps what he was. The fog didn’t affect shadows, 
Persona users, or animals right? Adachi more than classified as an animal, but more 
than that he was a Persona user. So then that means... he wasn’t a coffin like 
everyone else right? He was just trapped in his cell, all by himself; no idea what was 
going on around him. It made Justin’s heart twitch a little. He didn’t want to think 
about it. He’d rather just pretend he had become a coffin too... | mean, the police 
station wasn’t far from Justin’s house if he wanted to check, but... He groaned. Now 
he was trying to rationalize going to satisfy his curiosity over a man who had 
betrayed every fiber of trust in Justin... He felt disgusted with himself. No, he was 
going to stay away; that was what Adachi deserved, to be ignored the way he 
ignored every plea Justin made to him to repent, or to lie and pretend it wasn’t him. 


It was karma for all the wrong he had done. Petty on Justin’s behalf? Perhaps. But 
he’d rather be petty than heartbroken. Heartbroken a second time that is. 


“Fuck this. | don’t have time for Adachi. I’m sure he’s fine...” 


